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5 ' THE SUN, SUNDAY, MAY 9, 1915,

LLeonid Andreyev's

pear in Book Form, a Great Dra- |
matic Work Inspired

WOES OF

Play, Soon to Ap-?

by the War. |

. Leonid Andreyev, the famous Russian novelist and dramatist, | ‘

| has written a play on the woes of

! published in “The Sunday Sun" last

|
Belgium. One of the scenes was. |

ecember. The play will be

brought out in book form next month by thc Macmillans under the |

title of “The Sorrows of Belgium.” It is considered the most impor-
' tant dramatic work thus far inspired by the war in Europe,

The most |

striking and characteristic parts of the play are published here for the |

| first time in an English version,

A

gjivina

commander  of
Halglum

von Wiumenfeld
Von Rity
Von Hieln

Schauss
Milltary Engineer |
zigler— Telegrapher.
ireltger
German
Halginn
A\ Chauffeur

the German Armies of

Ay LEONID ANDREYEV,
Authorized translation from the orig-
mal by Herman Dernstein,
CHARACTERS,

aunt Matrmont
il Greliou—A Famous Belglan Author,
His Wife
y
. Hane |
r of the Cablne! :
' to Count C “mant
ner, J
Henrietta agrelisu’'s Servants |
|

~Officers.

(v¥Acer

Peasant

A Helglan
' .

tin the chaructes Bm!l Grellen “a
famous Helglar wither Andray ey hus
sawn His Intimate feiend, Mauries Mar‘er-
inck, as th hero af this drama, while
Althert King Relg ippears in
the person of Count Clairmont.)

|SCENF 1

HE action take: place In Bel-
glum. at the beginning of the
war of 18014, The scene repe
resents a garden near the vilia

of Emil Grelien, Herond the tops
sf low trecs are secn the outlines
of the red roofs of the houseg in the
«mall town. There the people algendy
know about the war; therve the church
pells are ringing uneasily, while
n the garden there is still peace,
L ] o - -

Maurice— You don't understand any -

thing! [Shouts] They have entered
Relgium!

Francols—Who ha®- entered Be.-
glum?

Maurice—They il IPruyssians,

Can't you understand? It'e  war! |
War! Imagine what will Immu-u.i
prerra will have to go, and & will |
I go. 1 will not siay here under any |
reumstiances |
Francois— Madmen! 1 am 70 vears
old, 1 am 70 years old, and they |
want me to helleve a =tory .-um'.:t%

Prussians. Nonsense, they are crazy?
Prussians’ But it |s true that 1
don't hear anyvthing, [Rising, he list-)
cng attentively.| No, not a sound.

Or do 1 hear something? Oh, the!
devil take it! 1 can’t hear a .-'--Lm-].;
Impossible!  No, no. impo sible! But |
what {s that? How could 1 !.-,_.,\--.:
hat in this calm sky-—in this caim |
sky—- \

[The din of battle i# growing. Iran-
c~ols Nsten® again and hears it. Sud- |

denly he throws down the scissors and |
is selzed with a feeling of terror. He
ralses his hands.|

Upon whose shoulders will 1 place
the sin-—upon the shoulders of our
youths and children? No, Plerre. And
if ever the Higher Conscionce of the
world will call my dear people to tae
terrible accounting, if it will ecal! van

and Maur.ee, my chiddren, and w.li
fay to voui: “What have vou don?
You have murdered!™ 1 will come
forward and will say: First you

must judece me; 1 have also murdered
and you know that 1 am an hon: st

man!"”

[Plerre sfte motioniess, his face cov-

CHARACTERISTIC SCENES IN DESOLATED BELGIUM
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1

looks at her.]

ctehing

forth

. Starving Belgians—The bread line in Malines. s g o d
Their eyes—what Emil? They here {8 the girl vou w shed ta see.  louder: she can hear as little as Fran-
d not see their surroundings, they JCome i, con in, my dear child! olx, Rhe {8 asking about the village
1 = tleeted that which they had geen  os' e frid come 'n’  You know | Which the Prussians have set on fire,
iere —fre and semoke and dedthi—ana  yim m+ 1ehind. He is a very | Her home used to be there—now there
else? z00d mio, and wiil 4o you no harm ]"r" only ruins and corpses there. Thare
S.me ( said “Here are people And (his ja my son, Pierre. Give him | «® Rno road that lead=s to Lonua’
ho are priurning from hell We al’ sur hand |
wed to them, we to them, bu s | b
did not see either. Is that SR Jeanne Her hands and her dress
possible, EmilTe ‘A gif entera, she ‘s frail, very | were bloodstained, She wam walking
. vale and boauatiful. She wears a black | Al night, Take a rest, my little one’
Emil Grelleu—The life of the poet ‘ircss, her aafr ‘s combed neatly and 1 f\“fll hold you {n my arms and you
o not belong to him. The roof which # 18 mwodest in her demeanor. Her [ Will feel better and more comfortable,
savera the heads of people, which shel. s ref' ¢ fright and sorrow. She | ny little 1'1‘13'1- N
e them - all that ls a phantom for ilowed hy the chambermaid,| @il (softly)—-Tell me. how can !
e wil f ducm not delong to me, | a Kind, elderly woman in find my way to Lonun?
| rot here -1 am | » "t ap, by Mme. Henrietta and Jeanne Yes, yes, come' Emil, I
1 where 1 am not | anotlt vomaen n aervice of the
st of finding me among the | Grelien loueshold. They stop at the | will feel more comfortable. Come
wing, while T am dead; you are afraid | ¢ shold and wateh the gir! curlously. | along, my dear. I'll hold yvou Come!
finding tno In 1, mute, cold, ! T 12 voman 8 weeping as sh [They go

follow them. Em!]! Grelleu and Plerre

her hand to| remain.]

| all that

|
*

tInvasion by Germa

cribed in Striking

BELGIUM PICTURED BY GREAT RUSSIAN DRAMATIS

ny Thrillingly Des-
Scenes Here Pub-

lished for First Time in English.

day the sun waa coverad in a mist. |noﬂy lke & rabbit,
R LER, ) Jeanne—Do you hear, Emil? Hea
Fourth Woman- They have killad  says he looks exactly llke a rab-
Monaleur. Plerre, {‘ bit!  [Laughs.)
Second Woman--They have killed Emil Grelleu—Jeanne!
him? They have killed him? | Maurice—Mamma'
filvina-—You must not speak of it! Jeanne-—It makes ma laugh-jt

My Giod, whither should I go! 1 can- |
not bear this; 1 cannot understand it!
[Weeps softly.)

Fourth Woman- They say there are
twenty millions of them, and they
have already set Paris on fire. They
gsay they have eannon which can hit a
hundred ldlometers away. * * * |

Henrietta—My God, my God! And
j« coming upon us!

Merciful God, have

Second Woman
pity on us!

Fourth Woman —~And they are fly-
ing and they are hurling bombs from |
airshipe - terrible hombs, which de-
stroy entire cities! ®* * ® . |

Henriettn -My  God! What ‘have |
they done with the sky! Before this
vou were alone in the =ky, and now
those low Prussians are there too!

Second Woman-— Before this, when |
my sonl wanted rest and foy I looked |
at the sky, but now there I8 no place
where a poor soul can look for rest
and joy!

Fourth Woman-—They have taken
evervihing away from our Belgium--
even the gky' 1 wish 1 conld die at
onee!  Taere la no air to breathe now! |
{8uddenly frightened.] Listen! Don't
yvou think that now my hushand, my
hushand

Henrietta— No, no!
Fourth Woman—Why is the sky
g0 red? What is it that is burning

there?

Second Woman -Have mercy on us,
0 God! The fire seems to be moving
:r‘wnrd us!

[8ilence. The redness of the flames
geems to be swaving over the earth. ]

The fourth rcens, which was pub-
Hshied in THE SUNDAY SBUN, represents
the dramatic situation in which the|

Beigian poet declde to break the dams |
and flood thelr own country rather|
than vield to the invading army.

L. |

SCENE VI

[The same hour of night. At the|
| right, a half-destroved bridge. !'n!
the distance a fire is burning. From |

| to repair it
will go with her to my room; thera she | & crowd is heard. Then the crash of

|

time to time the German flashlights
are seen across the dark sky. Near |
the bridge an automobile in which the |
wounded BEmil Grellen and his son
wera carried to Antwarp. Jeanne and
a young physician are with them.
Something has broken dowmn in the
automobile and a soldier chauffeur 1= |
bumling about with-a lantern, trying |
A distant, dull roaring of |
shots resounds. Sobs of military |
horne, The searchlights are swaying |

out. The other women | from side to slde.])

Emil Gredsu—It is they.
If we don't start in a quar-

’ . . oL loud from my grave, The death which ' a Doctor
1 hear it. No, No. Now I dont| makes people mute, which leaves the | 'lerre Oh, that is a soldier! Be « Emil Grelieu--Tonua' A quiet little | ter of an hour— x
hear a sound., Oh, God, give me the | nprint of sils 8 the bracest  Kind soldies tell ma how to go to| vilage which no one had noticad be- Emil Grelteu—In half an hour, Doc- |
power to hear! liDs— restores the v ) the poet last Y WAY. fore - houses, tress and Aowers, Where | 1or, i
[He tries aguin to eatch the fleeting Doad, 1 apeal iy th cedl T Ao mot know | ¢ !t now? Who Knows tha way to| AMaurca -Father, how beautiful and |
sounds, his head he N JOBCT A Devd, | am allve Am 1' Ju | that little village™ Flerre. that 18 the pow terrible it ts!  Give me your
stretched,  HI alr is disheveis ‘ of i, my Loy rev, am 1 to ng at everyhody moursn- | “oul of onur peopla roaming about In nand, mother.
looks territficd. Suddenly ‘ - wien in my most peralstens | {1 v knowa” 1t fs time for| the watches of the night and asking Jeanne—What is 1¢? |
offort, he hears the tolling the a1 pould find » boun- Mme to go the dead how to find thelr way to Maurice- I want to kiss 1t. Mothar,
hells and volees full « f despalr He lary tween life and death. when in feanns: cAULGUEH aRdl tender) Lonua' Plerre, [ cannot endure{tany .. have no gloves on'
retreats and raises his ’“f""!‘ 'H'I,” .| Copyright by International News Serv my feell-gs mix !life and death into viinge her to A ®eat —8it down, child | Y nier’ T .'”” suffocating from hatred Jeanne —What a foolish little bhey
My God! They are tolling! They | Ruins of Ypres, with the Cathedral tower in flames. Mo as tWo  Str vare kinds of | tiks & rest, my dear; give your poor | <Ml anger! Oh, weep. you German .., sre, Maurice
are crying! What war? what | wine? Just think it. my boy, | eet a rest. Plerre, her feat are| P0flon bitter will be the fate of your | ygayrice-—Monsieur  Langlof sald |
war? FEh, w is there—wWho I8 .ad with his hands.  Enter Jeaiae, | Grodou. somewhat  sternly Ilerse! | wounded, vet ghe wanta to walk all !'l"”"" terrible will be vour diserace .. i three days from now I may |
shouting “War!™? unnot Calm yourself, erre! (Rilence. Emil onks at his | the time hefore the judgment of the free na- . Cs my bandage. Just think of |
[The sourd of the beils und the cries ’ uncovering his  face -Bat |  Jeanne Yo terday I-no Pierre on, smiling 1« his coversad his | Elderly Woman 1 wanted to stop onN | 1t, tn three days I will be abls to
grow louder Fmil .':""‘" U appears, you must not die! You have no ! that isn't what | wa £ o sa 1 [ace with h's hands T e woman I8 | her, Monsteur Plerre, but it {8 impos- e In‘;(a up my gun again! * * ¢ Oh,
walking qui K1y in the alley.] ! right i know anything about it. How appare calm. She turns her eyes | Sible to stop her. If we close the door : SCENE M : who 18 that? Look! who is that? l
Kmil Gre 1;-...; Wi :.t ars yon p-!»mu‘—I; Wit Ciraliort. loudly. and Wwith cane | could I know? Hut vesterday -1t {8 fpom weeping to her hus- | Pefore her the poor girl beata her [Night. The dark sillioustte of [All near the automobile assume de-
ng, Francois? Where is Maurice? ] h-n.;-r ! \h i-“nlil' geald | hard to get vegetables ind even bread  and g i head against the walle llke a bird in | 1o Grelieu's villa stands out in the | fensive positions: The chauffeur and |
No one ls in the house, | I. ‘ .: ¢ : here g0 1 went to town, bt for some Merre, uncovering his face -For. | &= CARe Poor girl! | background. The gatelkeeper's house | the doctor draw their revolvers, A |
Francois— Ia {4 war? | . [They notice Jeanne. and zru\‘\ sl- . n we w in that direction, | gi..a me. father! [Dries her tears Francols enters | « seen among the trees, a dim light ! figue appears from the fleld, approach-
Emil Grelleu - Yes, yes: it is war, lent, SERRRS Sty d““". and peaxs i | hut n.arer the feld of battle How Jennne. Toke this rose. Playps. an) | from the garden and qecuples himso!f | 1 the window. At the cast iron fence | ing from one of the ditches. A peas-,
The Prussfans hive entered Belgium,' the -:..m. tone of strange, almost| geanen it 1= thot we found ourselves when It fades an aApart tear again with the flowers, He glance: ot | rrightenled women are huddled to- | ant, wounded in tha leg, comes up
Hut you don’t hear anything, cheerful calm. ] ‘ ‘ 1 And there T saw them come- o0 o0 o her rose will have the | the giri from time to time, it s evident | sotier, walching the Are in the dle- <owly, leaning upon a cane.] |
Francois, painfully |F'; to .....-'h Jeanne Fmil, she & here again i u. : - . ‘ aaris Do RS bie che, Yoik dne A fit- | 'lh:l' hc: t= making painful efforts 1o | tance \n alarming redness has cov- Mauries— Who {s thera?
'hl‘_‘ “"f“"l-“ I hear, | are they Emil Grelien-—-Yee?  Fhe s '-'r'f FEmil Grelieu- Wh m? h little boy, Pierre. but T am also | 1eAr and understand what {8 going ¢ the sky, only the zenith the Peasant—Our own, our own And
liagy : . amiin. Where has she been the last| Jeanne -Our goldlers. They were ,010n, although a 8o kind that | °™] e Th o . tky is dark. The reflection of the fire o, are you? Are you going to the
. h""f Gresey \ ey !h.“'\- '.Inl‘.,]‘ljlh::'";" two nights? [ coming rr-'-.:u there w |"1 the battle - 1inks differently.  Will yvou be In lin.f.llnn:. f:. ;.'m-\ f"‘;.:ﬂ; f: I:J N ".""‘ upon ".3"‘ ts and people, casting clty?
Praneois— But, Monsieur Emil—but, | Emil. her dress and her hands were in | . "y, g o 1] we all—the ror Emil Greliou No, hardly, Jeanne. |, o1 1t (s 5o terrible on the roads. | volees sound muffled and ti id: the city. Our car h“q.hmk“" down; we're
}l".-h )8 ; . : o 3 .| blood. W Tundre l‘ ut ‘\ a t .l"“!- W T“ Merre--Father, 1t is hetter that we Fiorai th Sha Aarte ot AT \ . £ 1 m and timid. T repalring 1t What are you doing
fﬂor‘-b;"t!l’.‘ _\‘\"m: : _';Tm:;': '-lx-f"n:;;? 1omil Grelieu—She |s wounded? I n‘” .l!"i-'--ll: ' '11: T:n‘-' n‘-i:':ﬁ'!‘l‘l} nr\:i:r ltn e In the same regiment. [ will ar- |, ln‘-‘h-:nl of nu: rd-r'\l:-‘ ‘Irc-:"t‘hl::-- Ir.;.w-‘!v“:ll‘.‘l‘ll:-;-“ \:“-nll:nl | i i here?

.::rn,” '.lnrn.h(j n‘l-‘“:IIA‘u;;; ;:;n IWII-I-'IN-] Joanne—XNo, it {s not her own bloul, | r‘!,..ﬁ" l “.l‘:ur‘.‘r 7.:4”"“ i range it, father— will you permit me” | Sl Teeits. Thitons rmm.-'“ i .”. nrh\\l:n '“\-. BN waw ficdi Bhe Peasant— -What am [ doing here? {
s it really a war® l and by the color 1 could not tell whase | .0 00 e i how stpanest  ANd T Wil teach you how to mareh— | piaming.  And there ia no one who!| terrible 1t (s It is burning and burn- [Examines the u::n!:\m!!lnr fur-mvuer
I“ ) i s Yes. | adl War blood it is. They did not see us, and we would You know, I am golng to ha your su- | .an tel) you, for there ia no ons who| ing. and thers 18 no end to the fire’ . ously; they also look at him atten-
i [”-.-.i. l1 r 1Fc: ll‘-l:.? ri;'-'“rl‘ln; Pierre—Who Is that, mother? e heen their way! They were D¢lior officer | inows how to go to Lonua. Kecond l.\!.'.'ﬂnrmr Yestorday it waa  tIVely, by the light of the lantern.]
::.:'-:‘1 nlum{n- |:r.'ul\ ‘rl--lnl-n"lrnm.‘i i 1 Jeanne—A girl. Just a 1:‘ir.| S ek from smoke, from mud, from Emil Grelleu, smiling -~ Very well | Girl—Don't vou knew how I could| hurning further away, .lll;’l. to-night Chauffeur—Give me the lght! |
‘!."»" : ‘,.“.,f.\.,, it myself. but it is wap | Insane. Now 1 have combed her halt  geag blood and they were swaying Jeanne,  goes, \ !.n a low | find my way to Lonua? the filre (8 mearer. 1t (s growling Peasant - Are you carrylng a
A wan ) and put a clean drn.-.-as on h"ll‘ I' feom fatigue volee—"0nly the halno of the arts s | Plerrs (@oftly)- What 18 she ask- | pearer. O Lord’ wounded man? 1 am also woupded,
Francole—Tell me. monsleur; tell has !u-‘u_-u!tnl hnh‘,_ Emil, Ii l.:u.w heard Thev were all thin, as consumptives, ‘rr.nwnimtﬁ-flaw, liberty and the King.' {{ng? i Henrlettd—-It is burning and burn- in gy leg. I cannot walk, it {s very
ne about 5. 1 bofleve you ps [ belleve comething -1  understand that Yo | gt that 18 nothing, that 1= all nothing. l Who {s that? Ah, you'! ILaok, Plerre, | il Gre'leu—Oh, vou may mpeak' ing, there ta no end to the fire! To- hard. I muat lean on my cane.  Are
God. Tell me: I can hear you, Are Wont to go=—= _ - — - = o ———— ., : _ —__ vou golng to the citx” T lay there in
they killing? Kmil areien Yes, ndr g i = - ————=  ha ditch and when 1 heard vou gpeak
Bl Qrelisu—It is war! What!  Jeanne Where your children are, \TE\V CO A'I‘S OF ARN1S = -~ P Irench T crawled out. My name is
.‘mr'r v, Francols, It is very hard to l‘r:“',lxlnlli Grelisu—Yen: Plepre has ex: i / ¥, d - - - UGGES'I El_) B\ R IGB l Jaqular o ' . I :
nderstand 1t -—-ves, very hard. amined me and finds that T can enter Doetor -How were vou wounded? . |
[Frowns and rubs his high, pale his ranis Peasant — I was u.|.!‘.';lnx in the fleld
’ ;;Munl_l nervously.l ' ¢ i \ Jeann You intend to go to-morrow 7 | and 'T“'-" ['h": :"' I":“; m”[":"rm_:l':
Srancois, hont, w epE, e head uh-l__k- itmil Grelioi-—Ye thoug |l1 was 4 rabbit. L “'.‘.}

p .\.!:.-I the floy w? Onr Howera? . Jeanne You cannot manage it tos hoarsely. | They rn}ur hln\!f though

Emil Grelien, absentmindedly-—omur : Plerre. vou have only an hour I was A rabbit What s ‘he news,
Ao re? Don't  eory, Francois—ah, | I:r::l I ‘Ilf i"fl i e ' | gentlemen? Is our Belglum  lost?
vhat {8 that? | &84 A A SR laughs Eh? 1Is our Belgium lost?

[The tolling of the hells anhsides [8ilence. ) T . [ .\'!nl‘ll‘ln"]' Don't vou know?

The ecryving and tha shouting of the Pierre—Mamma rel} him t‘hat.'.o | Peasant- What can I know? T lay
rowd changes into & harmonlous vol- M8t not forgive me. F"”wl sotell | thers And looked at the sky--that's alll
ime of sounds—somebody 18 hailed {n | he should not go. Isn't that true, 1 know. Did you watch the sky?,
the distance, or an important an- Mother? Tell him! He has given to | Just look at it: I have besn looking
nouncement must have been mnade the nation his two sons -what more St 1t afl the time. What 18 thet 1 90e
there. ] should he do? He has no right to in the sky, eh? How would you ex-

Fmil Grelieu, absentmindedly—-Our do more, . . plain it? |
prople are expecting the King there— | Jeanne AMore, Plerre? . l Zmil Grelleu—dit down near ua. ;
ha fs on the way to Liege! Yes,, Merre—Yes—his life, You love him, R raton [liian ™ sth dsin KA%A n|
YOR—— vou, yourself, would dle if he were ARQUEICH-—~LJAL0N; I b

p ' geems vou haven't heard anything,

[Silence. Buddenly there is a mound Killed—tell him that, mother: Woo Wil st SWay S hete. Do
ll:.o the crash of rhunétl;r. Thm’\ Ilr ‘ w:llll-lt.:)“r:w Yea; 1 love him. 1 ln\--l N et Tne dhiia’ e Beikan®

ange o aong—the ecrowd s ) . £ X 3 2
.Inxl:g"' ,“'\T l‘rlﬂl:hhymn.l ¥ Plerre- Oh, what are we, Muurice lir;‘:::;::trutr;;;rT.‘lllm]."l"hu dams ‘

41 100 |and I? But he! Just as they have | \Im.lrlrh Ao l\nln'! Do acance oot
8CENE 11. ! no right to destroy temples in war or | | £ Naach iAo
. o 0 to burn libraries, just as they have no ”":" ‘“"h" t "'r'! ”"" "1‘ TR0y Are

&mil  Grelley, thoughtfully-—Yes, right to touch the eternal, so he -he— i Cr:::::a:.:"\v;;:ﬂ. russians ‘t
ves. But perhaps It is not necessary | has no right to dh-: I am mpeaking el -Wa!er,l g —
to ery. Do you think, Plerrs, that [| N0t a8 your son, no; but to kill Emil e thie Aol thay fiUst B
should not kill? You think, Plerre, ;,‘Ill':'l‘ln‘l:m;:nt would be worse than to learned of (t by this time. Listen,

‘hat T, Emil Grelleu, must not kill
nnder any circumstances and at any
time?

Pierre. anftly--1 dares not
upan your consclence, father,

Fmil Grelleu  Yes, that is a terrible
question for A man. 1T must Joll,
Piarre. Of course, [ could take your|
fun, but not to Are—no, that wonld !
mve heen disgusting, a sacrilegions
Arception?

When my humhle people are “on- |
demned to kill, who am | that T should
lkeep my hands clean?

touch

have heen a disgusting cleanliness, | desert,

Plerre, My humble nation did not de-

#ire to kill, but it waa forced, and it ! livea Beigium is alive!

hag hecome a murderer,
must hecome i

With my pation.

Then, 1, too,
murderer, Logether

| into thelr Jaws our hest men!

That would ; let our land he turned Inte a waste

L.Isten to me! You have brought
me into this world, Listen to me—
although T am young and should be
gilent- -listen to me! ‘I'hey have al-
ready robbed us,  They have deprived
us of our land and of the air; they
have deprived us of our treasures
which have heen created by the genius
of our people, and now we would cast

What
remain of us?

does that mean? What will
Let them kill us all,

all
death,

et
burned tn

living creatures bhe
hut as long am he
But what s
Helgium without him? ©Oh, do not be
silent, mother! Tell him!

- .._-A-“ulh-.

New York City.

Philadelphia.

|

it i 80 far, and yet we can hear!

[The peasant laughs hoarsely.]

Maurice—8it down, right hare, the
automobila im large. Doctor, help him.
I will hold the |[antern

Chauffour, muttering- 81t down, alt
down' Eh!

Doctor, uneasily- What s it? Rad?
Chauffeur, be gquick! Wae can't stay
here! The water (s coming. We
should have started out earlier,

Maurice—What an unfortunate af-
fair!

Jeanne, agitated -They shot vou
ithe & AbML? Da you hear, FEmil
they thought a rabbit was running!
Did vou resemble g rahhit so closely?

[Sha laughs loudly, tha peasant
also laughes )
Peasant—1 look like a nubbit! Ex-

III‘O we now--water rata?

i Ing.
| avar silent, and now 1 felt
| tering.

'I cannot bear thia milence!'

seems 80 comical to me that they mjs-
take us for rabbits, And now, what
E&il, just
pleture to yourself, water rats {n an
automobile!

Maurice--Mamma'

Jeanne-—<No, no, | am not laughing

any more, Maurlce. [Laughs.] And
what else are we? Moles? Must we
hide in the ground?

Peasgant, Inughs -And now we
must hide In the ground———

Jeanne, in the same tone—And they
will remain on the ground? Emil, do
you hear”

Emil Grelieu - My dear! My dear’

Maurice, to the doctor—Listen, vou
must do somoth nz. Haven't you any-
thing? Llsten! Mamma, we are start-
ing directly, my dear!

Jeanne ~No, never mind, I am not
laughing any more. How foolish you
are' Maurice, | «imply felt lika talk
I was =llent too long. 1 was for-
ltke chat
Emil, 1 am not disturbing you
with my talk, am 17 Why I8 the water
so quiet, Emil? Tt wam the King who
sald, “The water (s sllent,” was it not”
But 1 should like to see it roar, crash
like thunder * * * No 1 cannét,
Ah, why
is it mo qulet-- | cannot bear {t!

Maurice, to the chauffeur--My dear
fellow, pleass hurry up!

Chauffeur— Yes, yea' I'm working,

'T'm working. We'll start soon.

Jeanne suddenly cries, threatening
—But I cannot bear it! [ cannot'
[Covers her mouth with her hands;
mobs.] 1 cannot'

Maurice—Mamma'

Emil Grelfeu -All will end well,
Jeanne, All wil end well. T know, I
also fesl as you do. But all will end

;i | King of Belgium and the foremost Well. Jeanne!

Jeanne sohbing, but calming herself
somewhat—I1 cannot bear it!
Fmil Grelleu-—All will
Jeanna' Belgium will exist! The sun
wlill ehine' I am euffering, hut 1 know

this, Jeanne!'

Maurice—Quicker! Qwicker!

Chauffeur—In a moment, in A mon-
ment. Now it is fixed, In & moment.

Fmil Grelisu, faintiy-—Jeanne!

Jeanne—Yes, yas, 1 know, * * @
Forgive me, forgive mes, I will soon

[A loud, somewhat hoarse volce of &
girl comens from the dark.]

G!rl—Tell ma how 1 can find my
way to lLonua!

[Exclamationa of surprise.]

Maurice—Who is that?

Jeanne—Fmil, It s that mirl!
[LLaughs.] Sha is also |1ke & rabbit!

Doctor, grumbles—What is it, what
in 1t-arho?

[Throwe the light on the girl. Her
dress {8 torn, her eves look insanely,
The peasant is laughing.]

Peasant—8he {8 hers amain?

Chauffeur— lL.at mea have the light!

Doctor—Very well!

Glirl, loudly -How
way to Lonua?

Emil Grelleu
sary to stop her!
Doctor, vou—

Chauffeur—¥Put down the Intern!
Tha devi]l take this'

end well,

can I find my

Maurice, # {n peres-
My child, my ohild!

Girl, shouts -Hands off! Ne. no,
yvou will not dare-—

Maurice—You can't catch her

['The girl runs away.]

Pm!l  Grelleu- Doctor, you must
catch her! She will perish Tere,
quick——

[She runs away. He runs after hep

in the dark.)

Peaasant--She asked me, too, how '3
gno to Loonua, How am 1 tn know?
Lonua!

[The mirl'm valea resounds in the

dark and then she hecomes silent |

Emil Grellen—It 1a necessary to
catch her! You must de it!
Maurice—-RBut how, father?

[They listen
a moh resound
muffled laughter ]

Silence. Dyl crise of
Jeanne breaike ntn

Maurlce, mutters—Now he j= gone!
Oh, my God!

Chauffeur, triumphantly - Take yvour
sents' Ready'

Maurice- But the doctor {an't here,
Oh, my God Father, what shall na
do now"®

Chauffeur- et us eall him. Eh?
[Maurica and the chauffeur call:
“Doctor’ I2h Langloi'"]

Chauff-ur,
Monsieur

deliver
deliver

angrily-—-1 must
Grellou, and 1T will

him. Take yvour seats’

Maurice shoute Langlot’ \
| faint echo n the distance.] Come!
Dootor' [The responses ia nearer. |

Peasant--He did not catch  her,
You ecannot cateh her. She asked ms,

ton, about tha road to Lonua. She 9
Insane, [L.angha, | There are nuiny
l'gn her now
Emil Grallau. imploringly Jeanne!
Jeannae—RBut 1T eannot, KEmll. Wiat
in 1t7 I cannot understand. What ie
It? Where are we? My God, T don'e

underatand anything. I used to under-
mand, [T used to understand.  hut
aow—Whera s Plerra” [Firmiy )
Whers s THarre?

Maurice—Oh, will ha he hera =oon?

Mother, dear, wo'll atart in A& mome

Jeanne -Yes, ves, we'll start in A
moment' Tut I don’'t understand
anvthing. Where are wa? Why such
a dream, why such a dream? 1 cav't
undarstand' Wha has come” My
head s aching. Whe has come?
Why has it happened?

[A wvolca from the darkness i 'e
near.]

Jeanns, frightaned -Whna & shouls
ing? What a strange dream. what &
terrfble, terrible, terribla @resr!

Whera 18 Plerra?
Maurica—Mother!

Jeanne-~I cannot'  [l.owering hore

volce.] T ecannot w HFe YOU 1O 5
ing me? Where I8 'erre?

Fmil Grelleu- He 1s dead, Jeanne'

Jennne - No!

Emdl Greliea -He s dead. Jeanna
But T gwear to vou by Ciod, Jeanne
HBelginom will live. Weep, ory, van are
a mother. 1 am olso crying with yvon
But 1 awear by God: Helgiom wall
dve! God bins &iven me the light to
goe and 1 can sea; songs will resound
here, Jeanne'

A new sprine W caomne here, e
treas will he Y I wit wwsoms - [
SWeur fo L cvoowill e
voversd with ) Al mothers
witl T ‘o piel 1} n

vl thegpe
Jeanne!

¢ hcad

gulden Ladred LU

g




